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be encountered by unprotected boys, and stressed the need of
guarding any money I might have concealed about my person;
few of the men I would meet on the road were to be trusted.
Meanwhile, several others had arrived, producing some bread
and numerous hand-outs, which I learned was a general term for
odds and ends of food they had begged. From an old canvas bag
one of them brought forth tin plates and spoons, while another
collected and rinsed a number of empty tin cans for the coffee.
My shabby friend with the whiskers, whom they called "The
Professor/3 was something of a personage in jungle society. When
all was ready he arose to announce the feast. "Gentlemen," he
intoned solemnly, "dinner is about to be served." Then, turning
to me, he continued, "When hunger savours the food, the poorest
man dines well. Help yourself.55
The stew may have been better than it smelled and tasted; at
any rate it was hot and filling and seemed to agree with me. In
a short time, droning conversation combined with the soothing
processes of good digestion closed my eyes in sleep.
Towards morning the Professor awakened me. He had in-
vestigated and found a train going in my direction, ready to leave
in a few minutes. He had also found a clean, empty car and would
be glad to see me safely aboard.
The box-car's bare floor really did appear to be a little softer
that morning, and the rapid tapping beneath me of wheels striking
joints in the rails was a lively dance of propitiation for continued
good luck. It was reassuring to know that western hospitality was
not overrated, that even those homeless working men were willing
to share with a stranger the little they had. . . . This train would
carry me far on my way. At first I had been in fear my money
would run out. But I was now unafraid; seven dollars would buy
a lot of food. Thus far I had spent only twenty-five cents; the
ferment of high adventure had taken the edge off my appetite-----
At Council Bluffs my supper of baked beans was completely
satisfying. The tramps* stew, if they were tramps, which I doubted,
was not very good and had no staying quality, but I could buy
sandwiches in Fremont. And perhaps a pie, which would last me
to Long Pine. There I could get anything I wanted. At the rate I
was going I could afford to live well; I could spend as mucJi as
fifty cents a day and still have something left when I reached
Deadwood. . , .
As it had done a hundred times in the past two days, my hand